OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

evening she walked in the garden and gathered
flowers to make a nosegay; if he came he should have
it; if not, well it was surely an innocent pleasure
touching the silk of the petals, comparing the strong,
warm, life-giving scents, uniting them into a harmony.
He was perhaps on duty at the palace; or perhaps he
had gone to one of the town women to get what he
must not yet have from her; or perhaps he and his
friends were just playing at something, like the chil-
dren they all were, playing at some silly, violent game
that ended in someone being hurt. If he ceased to love
her it would not matter, because she would still love
him. The thing would continue. Easy to say that!
The maid Sophy came fluttering through the dusk
with a rumour that something had happened. He
had been seen in the street, guarded. At least it was
thought to be him. Anastasia shivered and came in
and waited. She supped lightly: an omelette and
some fruit and cakes. It was, strictly, a fast-day.
Anna and Sophy took it in turns to read to her; to-
night she had chosen the Pagan Aristotle. The two
maids had been trained to read aloud in the ancient
tongue, different enough from their spoken Greek of
fourteen centuries later, but they did not understand
much of it. Neither did she that night* She could not
follow it with her mind, comparing it properly with
the Christian fathers and ethics of the Church, as she
had been taught to do almost from childhood: a game
with rules, like chess. Then Lady Euphemia
Xiphilin was announced.
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